A Chapter of Discord
the time, for I was,  as it happened,  dining out that
night.
My two watches lay side by side on the dressing-table.
The Spirit of Discord had penetrated their machinery
also; one said 7.45 while the other said 6.30: like the
Christian sects, they were ticking away perseveringly,
obviously convinced that each was right. But my dinner
was at eight, and half an hour's drive away. And no
one in this neighbourhood possessed any other watch.
At this moment Marie carne to say that she had lost all
the keys. The wickedness of the Syriac Catholics, she
was prepared to argue, was responsible for this as for
most other troubles: but I had had enough of theology for
the time being. Scraping together what I could in the
way of evening clothes, I dressed in haste, climbed down-
stairs to the court where, by the light of a lantern, the two
were still engaged in their ancestral war, brushed aside their
imploring hands as they awoke to the fact that I was going
out into the night, and slammed the door behind me. A
little path, I knew, though I had not been along it, went
on the river bank towards the lights and the clocks of
Baghdad. As I stepped into total darkness, I felt myself
seized in both arms by an Arab.
There are ladies whose fascinations are a constant worry
to them when they travel. The most unsophisticated
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